"And Genoa grows lewd in the shadow of death, Most reasonable/*
"Men's reasons are turned, my lord."
"Into swines, I see."
"Compassionate them, iny lord. They are mad with terror.  They
try to smother it in drunkenness and debauchery. God help us all.
Times have been hard since Messer Dona brought in the French to
govern us. There's many a fool who listened 10 him and lent a hand
in the change who's cursed himself since and wished himself back in
the days when your nobility's father was Doge—God rest his soul !''*
Marcantonio crossed himself. * 'And now, for our sins, this exterminat-
ing pestilence is upon us. But your nobility's commands? Your
needs?"
For that night his needs were supper and a bed. Tomorrow ha
\vould take order for the future.
He was provided. The windows were flung wide despite the
prejudice against it, from the belief that to let in the air was to let in
the plague with which it was laden. Supper \sas served him with
abject excuses for its quality from a host who :n happier times had
ever been proud of the fare he set before his guests, and in the adjacent
room a bed was made ready,
Eufemia, the girl who had lighted him, v, as left to minister to his
wants. She was young, plurnp and black-haired, with a moist red
mouth that smiled readily, and dark moist eyes of deliberate wanton-
ness. In her ministerings she was assiduous. She poured water for
him, so that he might wash, and added to it a quantity of vinegar,
assuring him that it was a safeguard against infection. Ke must pre-
serve himself from that, and she would help him. To this end she
fetched some glowing charcoal in a copper dish, and cast on this some
aromatic herbs, to fumigate the chamber. Herself, she informed him,
she had no fear of the infection, being protected from it by a scapulaiy
she wore, which had been blessed on the cofSn of St. John the Baptist
in the Church of the martyred St. Lawrence. Not for all the gold of
the New World would she part with it. But his nobility might ask for
anything else that was hers, she assured him, and the inviting smile on
the red mouth, the languishing glance of the velvet eyes left him in no
doubt of the potency she attributed to her prophylactic. She
was clearly persuaded that not even wantonness could impair its
efficacy.
She waited upon him at table with the same solicitous assiduity.
Boiled kid was the backbone of the meal. She protested that it was
nauseous food to set before his nobility, thus repeating the apologies
of Marcantonio; but it had been boiled with plenty of vinegar, and
that made it safe from the contagion. At the end of the meal she urged
him to drink more wine, and uninvited set him 3ie example by pouring
for herself. She knew that it was harsh and acid. But that made it
all the better medicine against the plague.
She made bold to pledge their better acquaintance. She liked him,
she confessed,
"You are kind,** he mumbled drowsily.
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